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Candy 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s Lia fault for this, plain and simple. But | had to do something to make her happy after coercing her to 
write Bastard Marko ;) 


His eyes take in everything. 

The watery blue eyes that open and close from the intense heat emanating in the sauna. 

Drops of sweat rolling down his face, catching in his beard and clinging to it like a spider web. 

Long fingers randomly beating on the wooden planks underneath them, knocking out an unfamiliar pattern. 
He smiles and lets his eyes travel further down the nearby body. 


Patches of hair encircle thick, sweat-soaked nipples. An errant trail weaves its way down the middle of the 


flabby belly and to the gathering of parts below. 


He has to stop himself from licking his moist lips at the prospect of the largest part inside his mouth. 
Thrusting deep inside him, making him suck even harder to keep up. Strong hands yanking on his brown hair, 


lips screaming out for more and more... 
"Marko?" 
A shaky moan fills the steamy room. 


"Marko!" 


The bassist bolted upright to his feet so fast the room began to spin around. Hands dashed up to his head to 
steady himself. 


"Shit!" 

Thick, solid arms held onto him and slowly lowered him back down on the bench. 
"You idiot, jumping to your feet like that. You know it's going to make you dizzy." 
Marko nodded and leaned his head against the nearby shoulder. 


Henkka snorted at the display. "Well, at least you arent eyeing me like a piece of candy anymore. That's got to 


count for something." 


The bassist looked up from Henkka's soft shoulder with blurry eyes. "Candy? What's wrong with candy? | like 
candy." 


An annoyed snort filled the room. 
Henkka glanced over to Tony with a raised eyebrow. "What?" 


"| like candy too," Tony shot back. "But a sweaty bandmate is not exactly the first thing | think about when the 


word comes up." 


"Yeah well, you had no problems licking Elias like a lollypop the other night. I'm pretty sure he was pretty 


sweaty.” 


The singer opened his mouth to respond but was quieted by the chuckling from Elias beside him. 
"Mmm, lollypop. | could go for a one right now." 


Henkka looked down at Marko and snorted. "Oh yeah? | might have to help you with that at some point, but 


now we need to get you out of here. You're getting loopy." 
"Mmm, a sucker. A long, thick one." 


Elias lost it first, leaning back against the wall to howl with laugher. Tony tried and failed to contain it, and soon 


joins his lover. 


Henkka rolled his eyes at both of them and pulled Marko up to his feet to lead him outside. The cool breeze 


brushed against their overheated bodies, chilling them in seconds. 

Marko snuggled into the curve between Henkka's head and shoulder. "Mmm, feels good." 

The keyboardist blushed and tried to think of something to say. "Um, yeah, sure." 

"Thanks." 

Henkka stuttered. "Yeah, no problem, um, yeah." 

"Are you blushing?" 

"What? No, of course not.” 

"Too bad. You look hot blushing like a schoolgirl." 

The red color turned deeper on his face. "Um, we need..we need to get you..um, back inside." 
Marko pulled up from Henkka's shoulder and smiled at him. "No, l'm fine. It was just an excuse to snuggle." 
"You..wait, what?" 


He chuckled. "I did get dizzy earlier, but | was fine in a few minutes. | figured since | was already laying on your 


shoulder, | might as well get comfy." 
"You did?" 


Marko smiled at him and reached down to brush an errant strand of curly hair out of Henkka's eyes. "Yeah, | 


did" 
They stood there staring at each other until the sauna door wafted open, and Tommy peeked out. 


"Are you two going to stand out here all night? If so, you might want to put on some clothes so you don't 
freeze off the 'candied' bits." 


Marko laughed and wiggled his eyebrows at the drummer. "Can't have that, now can we?" 
Tommy rolled his eyes at him and held the door open for them. 
Marko turned back to Henkka and grinned. "Shall we?" 


Henkka shot him a devious look. "Oh, hell yeah." 


